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by the past preachers, make marvellous reading*   In the
hands of a John Elias, a John Jones Talsarn, a Henry
Rees, or a Herber Evans, the vast congregation of five or
six thousand people, standing before them in an un-
covered field throughout the whole length of a summer's
day, would be as clay in the hands of the potter,   From
tears to laughter, from ecstatic joy to rhe most poignant
sorrow and the most acute terror, ic would be moved by a
word or even a gesture*   So realistic and dramatic was
the preaching of John F-lias that, on one occasion when he
was describing the Almighty letting the arrow fly from
his bow, the whole audience instinctively parted in two
to allow passage for the shaft*   So forceful was the voice
of Owen Thomas that, preaching at Bangor, his accents
could be distinctly heard in Anglesey across the Menai
Straits,   Needless to say, scenes of the most uncontrolled
enthusiasm were often witnessed, for " revivalism " was
never far from the great preaching meetings of Wales*
Hundreds would literally swoon from terror as John Elias
described the great Day of Judgment*   Hundreds more
would leap and shout in triumph as John Jones extolled
the mercy of God in Christ*   Even to-day, when oratory
has sadly degenerated, and when there are so many com-
peting attractions, there is nothing that a Welshman loves
more than a preaching meeting*   Several thousands of
people will come together to the village green on one of
these occasions*   At ten o'clock two sermons, each at
least an hour in length, will be delivered.  In the afternoon
two more will be heard,  The day closes with yet another
two; and the multitude will then disperse over moor and
hill to the scattered farms and hamlets* discussing the
great oratorical feats to which they have listened, quoting
and criticising with discrimination, and singing for the
twentieth time that day some favourite hymn*